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Puppy 


Author's Notes: 

I've never written fan fiction before. | decided to do this to make me feel better. Inspired by my own stuffed 
dog, "puppy." 

~Enjoy 


The air was electric on the first tour and the boys were just as rowdy as ever, floating on cloud nine. Nothing 
could bring them down, it seemed, except for one thing: Lars was feeling homesick. He wasn't feeling the need 
to return home to San Fransisco or even LA, but rather return to Copenhagen. Denmark, undeniably, was 
Lars's home; no matter where he would call home or how often he had traveled Lars seemed to be the least 
likely to suffer from homesickness from his extravagant travels and experiences but he ironically was the 
most sensitive to the sensation. 

Lars had somehow found a way to escape from the fun and drinking to a room on the bus to find quiet and 
relaxation. He sat on his bed and ran his fingers though his long hair like his mother used to when something 
was bothering him. He breathed in deeply and shut his eyes, thinking of, not necessarily his upbringing (which 
was strict and often left him exhausted from tennis) but to the culture of his homeland. He smiled a little to 
himself thinking of the atmosphere: the scenery, weather, language, and even the traditional foods. 


Remembering the country for its culture and history made him feel much more at home. He tried to 
remember the pages of a favorite book he used to read printed in Danish. 

He smiled warmly to himself and spoke broken sentences from the novel as best as he could remember when 
suddenly, he remembered something. He had brought with him something he thought would just cause trouble 
and make for him getting teased and feeling embarrassed. He looked around and listened carefully to the sounds 
of parting and fun outside the thin walls. "Nobody will come in. This'll be fast’, he though to himself, hastily 
digging though his bag. He pulled out an old, very loved stuffed dog from when he was a little boy he couldn't 
get rid of. He held it and petted the soft fur, smiling. He closed his eyes again, feeling peace and comfort by 
touching the little dog. 

He was deep into nostalgic memories when the door was opened. He quickly opened his eyes and sped to hide 
the stuffed animal. He made a face of offense at the boy in the doorway; it was James. "Lars! Get out here! 
We can't have any fun without you." He smiled and sat next to him, throwing an arm around his shoulders. He 
smiled awkwardly at James, hoping he wouldn't notice the lump under his blanket. "Waddya' say man? Come 
back?" He grinned wide. This was the third night of the tour, and James was ecstatic. Lars shrugged his 
shoulders. Usually it was hard to get Lars to stop talking and the buzzed frontman noticed there must be 
something bothering him. He was never this quiet. "Wassah' matter? Tell ol James whats eatin’ ya" He looked 
into his green eyes, looking for any troubles. Lars raised a hand to wave James away. "I'm all right. | just 
wanted to chill out a bit" He spoke into his lap. There was a moment of silence. "You and me both know thats a 
fuckin’ lie, now talk to me." 

Lars looked up at him and looked down again and mumbled, "Homesick." James didn't hear him and he said it 
again, turning a little red, embarrassed. James nodded sympathetically. "| feel you bro. | get that way too. We 
all do. Whats got you all worked up about it though?" Lars took in a deep breath and removed the object he 
had hidden under the blanket and shyly handed it to James, not daring to look at him. He picked it up 
awkwardly. "A toy?" he asked him. Lars nodded, "Its from when | was little, in Denmark. | miss Denmark right 
now. | tried to keep him a secret ‘cuz | thought you guys would make fun of me for it" James lifted the dog 
up to his face and looked into the shiny button eyes. "Theres nothin’ wrong with that, dude." Lars brushed the 
hair out of his face and sighed, relieved. James wasn't the most sensitive person he knew about sentimentality 
and such things. "So- does he have a name?" James suddenly asked. Lars took him back. "Hvalp." James laughed, 
"Woah dude I've never heard you speak Danish before, its pretty cooll" He grinned again and it made Lars smile. 
He wasn't so homesick now. 

"Say it again!" He demanded. "Hvalp. It means puppy." James tried unsuccessfully to say it and Lars corrected 
him a few times, laughing before James got the hang of the word. "Hey uh, thanks for bein’ cool about this, 
man." James put his large arm around Lars's petit shoulders again, pulling him close. "No sweat." Lars wrapped 
his arms around James and hugged him, relieved that there was no name-calling or anything cruel. Maybe this 


wouldn't be Hvalp's last tour with Metallica. 


(The end). 


